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Assassin's Creed 


Author's Notes: 
At the moment, | plan to add a little bit of action and more background as | go along, but for right now | just 


have a little prologue of sorts. Basically, Def Leppard meets Assassin's Creed. Def Leppard (c) themselves. 
Assassin's Creed (c) Ubisoft 


I've lived a long life. Well, if you consider 54 to be old. Most people don't. Some do. Its especially true of 
musicians. To reach the age that I'm at now is quite an accomplishment. | could list off a number of musicians 
who didn't make it very far into their thirties. One of my friends was one. He was thirty when he died, just a 
few months shy of his birthday. It's been twenty three years and it still hurts to know that he's gone. Steve 
Clark was his name. The two of us, plus our other three bandmates, Joe Elliott, Rick Allen, and Phil Collen, were 
like brothers. We still are, along with Vivian Campbell, our newest member. We've always considered ourselves 


a family and that will never change. 


Back to my point, I'm honestly surprised | lived this long, and for multiple reasons. A few are very obvious, 
given what | am. Always doing stupid shit, doing too many hard drugs, and drinking too much alcohol. | think 
saying that my life has been rather hectic over the years would suffice overall. We lost Steve. We very 


nearly lost Rick to a horrible car accident. Just recently, we were afraid we would lose Vivian when he 


revealed he was diagnosed with Hodgkin's Lymphoma. Thankfully, he's still with us and in remission 


However, most people that have been close to me over the years, with the exception of Joe, and later the 
rest of the band, didn't know that | had nearly lost my life numerous times. Too numerous to count. In fact, 
aside from the band, no one else knows. Not my family, friends, nor my wife and children. It's better they be 
shielded from that and not be dragged into a huge affair that, quite honestly, is rather difficult to explain 


unless you've been around it long enough. 


| know, you're sitting there, reading and going, ‘Just fucking tell me what's going on, Sav. Well, alright. Don't say 
| didn't warn you beforehand. 


I've been a part of a secret organisation for nearly thirty years now. We have been at war with another 
organisation, known as the Templar Order, for centuries. Many of us on both sides have died fighting for what 
we believe in. The Templars claim to bring peace and order, but in reality, they attempt to enslave humanity to 
create the perfect world through force, control, and the destruction of free will. Becoming the ultimate 
dictators, if you will. Our Order fights for freedom and protecting humanity. The human race is flawed and we 
would be ignorant to claim it isn't. Both Orders know this, but the Templars want to make humanity perfect. In 
my opinion, its rather ludicrous to even try, but with artefacts known as Pieces of Eden, it may be possible, 
and thats the one thing we cannot allow. Mankind should always have the ability to choose; to have the 
freedom of liberty, even if it means accepting our flaws. In being flawed, we will make mistakes and we can 


learn from them. I'm more than aware of that. 


Stay your blade from the flesh of an innocent; hide in plain sight, be one with the crowd; never compromise 
the Brotherhood. Yes, you read that correctly. This is the underlying motivation of every member of the 
Order's history. The Assassin's Creed. 


My name is Rick Savage, and this is the story of my life as an Assassin 


It all started shortly after Rick's accident in 1985. When it happened, all | was thinking of was if my friend, 
bandmate, and brother would make it. We were writing and recording for what was to be our Hysteria album 
at the time and it was all | worried about. Little did | know that a couple of short weeks later, | would be 
worrying about the fate of humanity itself. 


| was at home in Dublin, since Rick needed a lot of rest before and after his surgery. Someone had knocked on 
the door. It was the middle of the night, who the hell visits people this late unless you're very familiar with 
them? | went to the door, expecting Joe to be there, since he lived nearby, but was greeted by an Italian 


woman who I'd never met before. 


"Buonasera, signore," she spoke, "I need to speak with a Richard Savage. ls he here?" 


"That's me," | answered, stepping back to let her inside. "May | ask your name?" 


She stepped in and quickly shut the door. Whatever she had to say, it was apparently urgent and private. 
Either that or a really desperate fan. "My name is Adelina Auditore da Firenze." 


That surname sounded familiar. "Auditore?" | asked, "as in Ezio Auditore, the Assassin?" 

She nodded, "The one and the same. | am a descendant of his." 

Well, it certainly isn't everyday that a descendant of a well-known Assassin comes to visit you at your private 
residence. | would've asked how she knew were | lived, but come on. I'm the bass player for Def Leppard, what 
did you expect? 

"Quite a legacy, signorina” 


"Indeed," Adelina replied. "You speak Italian, no?" 


"Not fluently, but enough." Alright, time to cut the crap. "Adelina, | don't mean to be rude, but why are you 


here?" 
She took a seat on the couch and sighed. "We need your help. 
"Help? With what?" 


She looked puzzled. “Surely you are aware of the brewing trouble in Florence?" | didn't answer. | had no clue as 
to what she was even talking about. "Wait, you don't know?" | shook my head. She sighed yet again. "It seems | 


have to explain a lot to you since no one else has bothered." 
"Explain what?" 

Adelina looked around. "Are you sure this is private?" 
"Yeah," | said, "It's just the two of us here." 


"Bene" She then looked me square in the eye. "What | am about to tell you, you cannot repeat to anyone. 
Unless you are absolutely sure they can be trusted, no one can know this." By then, | was slowly coming 
around to realising that Adelina was definitely not a desperate fan, and that what she was going to say may 
change my life forever. "The Brotherhood of Assassins runs deep in many families, mine included, and are all 


around the world My ancestor, Ezio, was once the leader of the Assassin Order in Italy, a position | now hold" 


As she spoke, | was getting concerned for my well-being. There was an Assassin in my house, and who knows 


what she mightve done to me! 


Adelina continued, "My grandfather was friends with your grandfather, if | remember correctly." Now that she 
mentioned it, | did remember my grandfather talk about travelling with his friend who | knew of as Mr. 
Francesco. "Did anyone ever tell you about your grandfather's travels?" | thought about it for a moment, but 
all | could remember were postcards and memorabilia, so my answer was no. "Your grandfather was an 


Assassin" 


| couldn't help but back into my chair. "Whoa whoa whoa. You're not gonna sit there and tell me that my 
grandfather, someone who | looked up to growing up and possibly one of the gentlest people | ever knew, was 


an Assassin?" 
She shushed me, "Per favore, not so loud. We don't want any nearby Templars to overhear, do we?" 
"Templars?" 


"Our sworn enemies," she answered. "Look, there is much to explain and there isn't a lot of time to do so. | 
need you to come with me back to Florence." She pulled out an envelope from her coat and handed it to me. "If 


you need convincing, read this." 


| had no idea what was even in the letter, nor who wrote it. Only one way to find out. Opening the letter, | 
noticed the handwriting belonged to my grandfather. It was dated a couple of years after my father was born 
The letter read: 


To whom it may concern, 


My name is Clifton Savage, member of the English Order of Assassins. As to what you will call me, | do not know, 
but know that you are family and if you knew me in life, know that | cared greatly for you 


| have ordered that this letter remain sealed unless under special circumstances, so if you are reading this, then 
this means the Templar threat has returned to Florence, Haly, and | cannot help the Italian Order defend their 
home, but you can Whether or not you are aware, as | am an Assassin, those who come after me are born into 
the Brotherhood, and that includes you. | do not know if you were ever aware of your heritage, but if you weren't, 
it was because | wanted it that way. | went to great lengths to keep the Savage family name off of the Templar 
radar and | ask that you do the same. 


You may be asking yourself, what business does an English Assassin have in Italy? A friend of mine, Francesco 
Auditore, led the Halian Assassins just as his ancestor, the legendary Ezio Auditore da Firenze, had. | trust the 
Auditore family with my life, and they trust my family with theirs | hope you do so as well Francesco and | had 
each others backs for years. | don’t know who may be in charge of the Italian Assassins by the time you read ths, 
but | ask that you trust them, and they will trust you 


Elminate the Templar threat and remember, once that has been done, your work does not end there. You will 


need to join with the English Assassins and do your part for your home as well 


Nothing is true, everything is permitted 


Godspeed, 
Clifton Savage 


| didn't know what to think My grandfather travelled a lot, but | never knew that this is what he was doing 
when he was away. It certainly explained how he thought of Italy as his home away from home. "Oh my God," 


was all that came out of my mouth. 


Adelina spoke, "I know you're going through a difficult time right now with your friend, but please. There is no 


one else we can call upon for help. At least do what you can?" 


| had to take a moment to weigh things out. Rick needed everyone's support, but he was going to need a lot of 
time to recuperate. And if I'm honest, | had been in a bit of an inspirational rut, so maybe the change of 
scenery could help that. Remembering how my grandfather was with keeping promises, | owed that much to 


him. "Alright," | sighed, "I'll go." 

"Thank you, Richard." 

| couldn't help but smile. Only my parents called me by my full name. "Call me Sav." As | stood and walked to 
the door, | began to think how worried my friends would be if they found out | wasn't home. Joe and Steve 
often visited unannounced and | was sure they would think something happened to me. Technically, something 
did. "Adelina," | started, "you wouldn't mind if | called someone, let them know | won't be home?" 

Adelina thought it over for a moment. "| suppose it wouldn't hurt. Who are you going to call?" 

| picked up the receiver and dialed the number. "Joe." The phone began to ring on the other end. "Our 
grandfathers trusted each other with their lives. | trust Joe with mine." It was true. Out of everyone in the 
band, | knew Joe the longest, so we were, and still are, very close. We've always been there for each other 
when we needed support and we often worked on material together. 

The receiver on the other end picked up, Joe's tired voice coming though. "Hullo” | must've woken him up. 
"Hey, Joe." 

"Sav! Judging by the change in tone, | guess he would even forego sleep to share song ideas or have a jam 
session It was then | realised just how loyal of a friend and brother he really was to me, and how much he 
valued our friendship, taking any possible opportunity to spend time together. "Got a riff or lyric to share” 


"Actually," | revealed, "I'm calling to say l'm gonna be out of town for a while.” 


"Out of fown?' Joe sounded confused. "Whats so important that you have to go out of town for” 


| began to feel terrible. We always confided in each other with sensitive secrets and | wanted so bad to tell 
him what was really going on, but with the secrecy of my heritage, and with Adelina still in the room, | was 
forced to be vague. "Issues going on with friends of the family." | could see her smile out of the corner of my 
eye. "It's really serious and they need my help." 

Shit. | hope everythings alright. Where are you gonna be in case we need fo get a hold of you” 

| looked to Adelina, mouthing, ‘Is it alright to tell him where we're going?’ 

She mouthed back, ‘Only if you trust him: 

"Florence," | finally answered, placing my absolute trust in him that he wasn't a Templar and wouldn't attempt 
to do something stupid. Though | knew sooner or later he would find out the real reason for going. | was just 


hoping it was later! 


"Florence” he asked. "Isnt that close to that one town that holds that local pop festival every year” | could 


hear him snapping his fingers, trying to remember the name of the town. "Ah! Sanremo, isnt it? 
"Uh, Joe, Sanremo is nowhere near Florence." 
Adelina clamped her mouth shut in an attempt to quiet her laughter. 


"Eh, shows how much | know," he chuckled. "Alright, well, | should let you get to your friend of the family business. 
Hl let everyone know what's going on" 


"Thanks, mate," | replied, "| appreciate it. Sorry | woke you up." 
"Nah, salright. Keep us posted” 


"lll do my best" | would later find out the only way | would be able to do that was through a pay phone. "I'l 
talk to you later." 


"Alright. Have fun in Florence" 
"Will do." 


"Ready to go?" Adelina's voice nearly startled me as | replaced the receiver back on the base. "| will explain 


everything on the way there." 
Grabbing my jacket, | made my way to the door. "Let's go." 


To be continued. 


